160                      ENTERTAINING GANDHI
1 was not strong enough, not disciplined enough,
not experienced enough. I saw no way to help.
I          no word to give. What could I do? 1
I would identify myself with the British
Government system; then I should be able to make
my witness through the system, in order to set right
what was wrong in it. I put myself at the disposal
of the Government there and I was set to stretcher-
bearing. That suited me splendidly. I hoped
I should have to tend the wounded Zulus. The
Chief Medical Officer was a humanitarian, and when
1 him Pd rather tend the wounded Zulus
any others, he exclaiined3 c This is an answer to
prayer.* You see, the Zulu prisoners had been
and their wounds and stripes were festering,,
the others did not want to attend to them.
So 1 nursed them night and day. They were kept
behind bars, and the colonial soldiers used to watch
us from outside as we worked, jeering at us for
lavishing care on * niggers/ They used to shout
through the bars, scoffing and threatening. * Why
don*t you let 'em die? Rebels! Niggers!* It
was terrible the way that rebellion was quelled.
The              would attack unarmed men. That
to have taught me a lesson, but even after
that, you see, I made further attempts to remain a
part of the British State system. I tried to work
oat my ideals from within the State, but it was no
I learnt much from the endeavour, however.
After             the State in South Africa, I was still
to                it on behalf of the Zulus,
the Empire throughout the war,